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ONE-MAN POSSE^r^i 




squeaks like an ol' stable door, 
folks had called him Squeaky ever since. 

He didn't mind. They eoulil call him a 
polecat or a ringtailed baboon as long as 
ihey let him stay with the outfit and learn 
how Co be a cowboy. 

Besides, he figured that when his voice 
changed, maybe they would quit calling 
him Squeaky, He was H and when a boy is 
14 his voice is likely to change most any 
day. Squeaky thought. He hoped his voice 
would be a deep, resonant bass like Tex 
had. But meanwhile, he decided he'd get 
along with the high, squeaky voice he had 



nine 



all ) 



could ! 



ding 



and roping and all the other things 
hand must know. 

The boy was none too happy one after- 
noon. The men had all ridden away about 
* sKnup, augmenting a sheriff's posse look- 
ing for Purple Mike and his gang. Pur- 
ple Mike had robbed the bank over in 
Three Forks and the banker and his teller 
had been shot dead. Purple Mike was a 
thunderous badman with a reputation for 
cattle-rustling, horse-stealing, stage-hold- 
ups and sundry other kinds of orneriness. 
He was quick on the trigger. There was 
generally a dead man or two le£t bchilid 
after he pulled a job. 

Squeaky wanted to ride with the posse, 
but tlie foreman said, "Button, you sia^ 
right here. We've got to leave a good man 
behind to guard Cookie. Why, if Purple 
Mike was to fill Cookie with slugs, we'd all 



idy mount. SomeiTmes he might be 
as docile as a lamb and then again he 
might become a tornado on hoofs. Nobody 
had ever expressly forbidden Squeaky to 
ride Grey Smoke. 

So he saddled and mounted. Grey Smoke 
was very nice about it. He stood like a 
statue while the saddle was adjusted. He 
walked peacefully around inside the corral 
after the lad was mounted. Then, without 
warning or preamble, he dug his hoofs in 
the turf, leaped the corral rail, and headed 
for the foothills at a gallop. 

A high, squeaky, boyish voice kept yell- 
ing ■'Whoa!'" But Grey Smoke paid it no 
mind. Squeaky had all he could do to hang 

On they^'raced. up and up, over rocky 
terrain umil the grade became so steep 
that even Grey Smoke had to slow down. 
Then his mood changed and he became 
placid again. Squeaky was about to turn 
iiim and head back for the ranch when he 



■||REATHES there a boy with soul so 
dead that he can resist exploring a cave? 
Perhaps so. hut Squeaky wasn't that boy. 
He tied Grey Smoke in a clump of scrubby 
trees nearby, then scrambled on toot to the 
cave entrance. He went in. He blinked. 
It was several seconds before his eyes be- 
came accustomed enough to the darkness 
to permit him to see anything, Then h 



The 



all laughed. Squeaky wan 



^ened c 
1 the grey rocks v 
ipening. Squeaky i 



md good luck 
et to work earne 
vith his dishwas 



He decided t 



.ugh ii 



luldn' 



cept blackness. He groped, 
imbled. On hands and knees, he felt 
at he had stumbled over. It seemed 
a bag. Squeaky strue 
histled. He had stum 



;ulat 



a bag 
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entB of danger. Somebodjr was coming 

In the brief gli^w of the match light he 

the cave wall. He acrambled 'into it'^ It 
was a tight squeeze, But Squeaky made it, 
and barely in time, for boots were march- 



0 the c. 



:, then 



•THE voices were muffled at 

clearer. Bending low, threi n.^ii m- 
lered the second cavern. One lit an oil 
lamp. He patted ihe gold bag. "Good oi' 
gold." he chuckled, 

"Keep your grubby mills off that loot, 
Jax!" snarled another. 

I'Oh. shucks, Purple Mike. I ain't steal- 
in' il. I'm jusl feelin' il,*" responded tho 

Squeaky shivered. The name Purple 
Mike chilled his blood. He realized that 
he had wandered into the hide-out of ihe 
most murderous ouilaw in the hilla. 

"Hey." exclaimed a third voice, "Look 
at this footprint. Looks as if somebody"! 

Squeaky fought to keep his teeth from 



chat 



Purple Mike bellowed and looked at the 
print. Then he quickly examined the gold 
to make sure i[ was all there. "Whoever 
it is, could he still be here?" somebody 
asked. The lamp was raised and the men 
looked into the dark corners of the cave, 
"Up there!" one of thera pointed to the 
narrow crevice in which Squeaky was 
hiding, "Could somebody be hidin' up 
in there?" ^ 
The light came closer. Squeaky'j knees 

"Nah," said the voice of Purple Mike. 
"Thai hole ain't big enough for nobody 
but a snake to crawl into. " 

The lamp moved away and Squeaky sup- 
press^ed a sigh. He could tell from ihe 

cold grub. Then one of the rnen started 
singing softly and another began making 
rhythmic noises that sounded quite a lot 
like a luba. Squeaky peeked and saw that 
the man was blowing across a jug to create 
the bass effect. The concert didn"t last 
long. Purple Mike growled. "Can the 

Squeaky remained in his cramped posi- 
tion for what seemed like hours. A thou- 
sand prickly needles seemed to be stabbing 
his legs. He heard three sets of snores, 
coarse and echoing in the little cave. 

When he felt he couldn't stand the 



any r 



■cided t 



take a 



t of 



floor. Then he began easing his way 
through the dark to where the opening 
was. His slowly moving foot prodded 
against something. He froze, his heart 
in his mouth.. What if he had kicked one 
of the sleepers? 

But the snoring continued regularly. 
His groping hand felt for what his foot 
had touched. It was the jug. 

He crept on slowly, cautiously, out of 
the cave. Once he was under the starry 
sky his first impulse was to get away as 
fast as he could. But another idea struck 
him. He searched for a good, stout stick- 
Then, standing at Ihe side of Ihe cave en- 
trance, he put his daring plan into action. 

"Purple Mike!" he yelled. "It's the 
Jaw. We've got you surrounded. Throw . 
your guns out first, then you men come 
out, one at a time, with your hands high. 
Any monkey business and you'l! taste lead, 
I've ordered my men to shoot first and aslc 
queslions afterward. Now, throw out those 
guns!" 

There was a mumble of voices inside 
the cave, then the guns came clattering out. 

"All right, now you come out. One W 
a time. Hands high!" 

The men came. 

As each stuck his head out of the cave. 
Squeaky tapped him with the club. Not 
100 hard, but hard enough to knock out the 

With the three murderers lying uncon- 
scious in the starlight. Squeaky raced to 
Grey Smoke, grabbed a lariat off the pom- 
mel and returned lo tie up the outlaws. 
EtoulJy, as he had learned to lie up a calf 

Then he mounted and rode for help, 'Tt 

ITH Purple Mike and his aides safely 
in jail, Ihe ranchmen all pounded 
Squeaky on the back and said he was a 
real hero and made him tell again and 
again how he had managed lo capfure tho 
terrible trio. After Squeaky had (old bis 
story for (he fifth time. Tex said. "I stiU 
Hon t unaerstand how you could make them 
think you were Ihe sheriff; not with that 
squeaky voice of youis." 

"Oh, that." said Squeaky. "Well I had 
to use a little trick. I kind of muffled 
down my voice the best way I could. You 
see, I hollered over the mouth of a jug 
and thai made my voice seem low aud 
forceful." , 

THE END 



ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




KXnr lANe WESIBIN 




Republic Pictures' Star 

ALL#l"ROC<y"IANE 

AMP HIS 

STALLION BLACK JACK 



